Flos Mercatorum

There,  in  all  the  glory  of  the  lordly   Linen

Armourers,
Walked the Marchaunt Taylors with the Pilgrim

of their trade,

Fresh from adventuring in Italy and Flanders,
Flat* Mmatorum, for a green-gowned maid.

Flm Mercatorum/   Can   a   good  thing come of

Nazareth ?
High above the darkness, where our duller senses

drown,
Lifts  the  splendid Vision  of a City, built on

merchandise,

Fairer than that City of Light that wore the
violet crown,

Lifts the sacrtxl vision of a far-resplendent City
Flashing, like the heart of heaven, its messages

afar,
Trafficking,  as  God   Himself, through  all  His

interchanging worlds,
Holding up the scales of law, weighing star by star,

Stern as Justice, in one hand the sword of Truth

and Righteousness;
Blind as Justice, in one hand the everlasting

scales,
Lifts the sacred Vision of that City from  the

darkness,

Whence the thoughts of men break out, like
blossoms, or like sails!
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